AT HOME AND AT PLAY

that gnawed at her heart, grew thin and pale
as the days went by with news of fighting and
her husband in the thick of it; till on the day
of San Juan hill the rector's wife caught her
impetuously into her embrace before them all,
and told her that Colonel Roosevelt was a hero,
without doubt, " but you are three."

And they tell, while they wipe a tear away
with the apron corner, of the consumptive girl
lying in her bed longing for the bright world
which she would never see, to whom the then
Vice-President's wife brought back from the
inauguration ball her dance-card and her bou-
quet, and all the little trinkets she could gather
for her in Washington, to make her heart glad.
No wonder they think her a saint. There are
those in Washington, in need and in sorrow,
I am told, who would think so, too, did they
know the whence of the helping hand that
comes just in time. It was so in Albany, I
know. No one ever appealed to the Governor's
wife without having his case intelligently and
sympathetically inquired into, so that she might
know exactly how to help. Mrs. Roosevelt
does not believe in wasting anything, least of all
sweet charity. With her husband she wisely
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